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Abstract
THE grill was filled with the clatter and hurry of the four o’clock rush. People called back
and forth to one another, or sat at the tables laughing, talking, smoking...
Agreement 
Mary Schmidt 
THE grill was filled with the clatter and hurry of the four o'clock rush. People called back and forth to one another, 
or sat at the tables laughing, talking, smoking. Liz sat at one 
end of a long table, watching the other college students, and it 
seemed to her that every one of them was happy except herself. 
Somebody at her table greeted a newcomer. "Hi, Jim. Are 
you going to the train with us?" "Yeah," Jim answered, "What 
time do you pull out, Johnny?" 
"5:15." Johnny's voice, from farther down the table seemed 
to cut through Liz. Johnny was leaving—going away into the 
army. What would school be worth without Johnny's smile and 
his cheerful voice? What would the grill be like if Johnny was 
never there? 
"What on earth is eatin' you, Liz?" One of her sorority sisters 
asked. Liz could feel a slow, hot flush on her cheeks. She smiled, 
a deliberate, reassuring smile. "Oh, nothing." 
"No," she thought, "nothing's the matter with me! Not much!" 
If the "sisters" knew how she felt about Johnny, about his going 
away—why she'd be teased for weeks! Everybody knew that John-
ny had no use for "wimmin." He was strictly a man's man. Liz 
sniffed. There wasn't one of those sisters who wouldn't gladly 
change places with her when she did have one of her occasional 
dates with him! They had such wonderful times on dates. Why 
didn't he ever pay any attention to her when they sat at the same 
table in the Union? Liz glanced at Johnny— 
"I'll be back with a whole row of little yellow scalps at my 
belt!" he was promising one of the fellows. His head was back 
and his smile was merry. His yellow hair—Liz wouldn't forget 
that—nor his blue eyes. He leaned forward, one arm on the table, 
and talked to the fellows—always to the fellows! 
"For goodness sake, Liz, are you sick?" her roommate asked 
her again. "Can't you tell me what's the matter?" 
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"Do I look that bad?" Liz laughed, brushing back her hair 
and straightening her back against the hard carved oak of the 
chair. "I guess I'm just tired, Jean." 
"Well, you look as though you'd just lost your last friend." 
"Nope. That hasn't happened yet—" Liz said, and added to 
herself, "but it will, any minute now." She looked at Jean, who 
had turned back to the conversation. Could she tell Jean? N o -
even Jean would say she was crazy and ought to know better than 
to fall for Johnny. "I'm not crazy, though," she thought. 
"Hey! It's getting late," Roger jumped up and began to climb 
into his coat. "C'mon, soldier—kiss the boys goodbye or you'll 
miss that train!" 
Johnny stood up. "Well—so long, Jack. 'Bye, Joe." He was 
shaking hands with all the fellows. He came toward the girls. 
"Jean, Ann," he shook their hands, his eyes serious and friendly, 
"Good luck. I hope you get through all right." 
Liz watched his eyes. They smiled at the people he was bidding 
goodbye. They were warm, as if he were enjoying this familiar 
place and friends, not as if he were unhappy at leaving it. He 
turned to Liz, and put his big hand over her coatsleeve, firmly. 
"Goodbye, little buddy," he said. Liz felt panic as she tried to 
smile—a humming in her head as she wondered if she had man-
aged to make her face look cheerful. "Coming back to see us?" 
she asked. 
"I've got a big job to do," he said. He looked straight into her 
eyes, and there was nothing in his look of despair or hope or 
promise. "I'll try to come back." 
Liz smiled. Her smile was broad, friendly. She reached out 
for his hand, and, when she found it, shook it firmly. Her lungs 
seemed suddenly freer, as if she could breathe better and her 
head was clearer. She thought, "I'm not at all wrong about 
Johnny! He's the smartest one of these fellows—he's not going to 
hurt anyone by making promises!" And she said "O. K., Johnny. 
So long." Her brown eyes, as she looked at him, were as direct 
and confident as his. 
He was leaving. Liz watched his straight, broad back, and saw 
his smiling face once more as he turned to wave. She waved 
back. 
"Gee, Liz," Ann observed, "looks as if you'll be in more on 
weekends." 
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"Mmn-hmmm." 
"Golly, what a guy!" Ann said, shaking her blond curls slowly. 
"There he goes, and he didn't even ask you to write. What a 
peculiar guy!" 
But Liz was smiling as she said, "No, he didn't even ask me to 
write." She thought of his blue eyes. "But he'll be coming back," 
she added. 
Economics in April 
Virginia Kirkpatrick 
Oligopoly, oligopsony— 
This morning there was a cardinal outside my window. 
He flirted with me; 
I saw him wink! 
Then he soared away, 
A crimson triangle vanishing to a point. 
I had to close my eyes against the sky's stinging blue. 
Marginal revenue, marginal cost-
Lilacs are in bloom now. 
The lavender droops over iron stair railings 
And beckons to that boy and girl 
Who climb the steps, pausing to pick the lacy buds. 
He pins a flower in her hair, 
And she looks up at him for an eternity, 
Then they turn and stroll away, hand in hand. 
Cost of production, profit, loss-
Picnics, campanile, moonlight-
Purchasing power-
Violet, redbud— 
Economics-
April morning. 
